"Come see the bomb-holes now, you may not find
them quite so boring" I was white with temper. We
piled into one of the Hispano Suizas, It was not hard
to find the billet of one of the bombs; the end of a
working-class street was cordoned off by militia. On
producing our papers we were passed through. The
fire brigade and an ambulance were already on the
scene.

As we approached the ruined tenement Seymour
Cocks caught one of his stids in a bundle of twisted
wires* As he shook it free he noticed inside it were
a few yellow feathers. Even the poorest families in
Spain will keep canaries as pets. The bomb had carved
a jagged wedge between two houses, a loosened wall
hong perilously, we were warned of its danger. The
finemeai had no knowledge of the death roll, alieady
two shapes lay wrapped in bloody sheets, ladders were
being reared against the loosened walls. The firemen
swarming up them to the upper windows.

Two firemen h^If carried a fantPffrc figure from the
ruins, it was a mm grey with dust from head to foot,
except for his face, that was a btoody mast "M&drt
mis/* be croaked. The first-aid mas gare Mia cognac
Revived, he rushed back and began tearing with his
bare hands at the heap of nibble. "My md&er, she**
heie, you know! we must get her cot Webawtw-
tfflas for dinner." Two militiamen dragged him back
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